War 


Author's Note: 

I almost didn't publish 
this. It pains me too much. 


One 

WAR 


The war had been horrible since the horses and the rain began to fall. The 
war had always been horrible. That year it was even worse. That was the year 
when Colonel Achers came walking into our lives. That was the year of the trials 
when you could be taken from under your barren sheets. Whenever someone 
was taken it was over: no one ever saw that person anymore. When we weren't 
fighting we were not safe. We all tried to stay fighting as long as we could. It was 
safer. We were all happy when we could be in the pubs. One of us usually sat for 
Jason's baby. What couldn't be forgotten was the war, of course, but we were able 
to be happy— for a time. 

I will always remember— several years before the trials and just before the 
war came into our lives— returning from the factory in the evening in the snow. 
We had a baby that winter and we had unwisely moved to this God-forsaken 
place. When I went into the woods the director's work-siren would sometimes 
permeate the woods from not more than five kilometers way. That was when 
I was able to feel the earth. I remember walking out one night onto the edge of 
the forest, which had no end, but was still bounded by roads and hills, tilled and 
untilled earth and lakes: I looked up into the darkening sky and I was not happy 
inside. I had not forgotten the war that was fighting against us, but at the time 
I thought it was only an economic war. 

Then came the real war. It had already been happening for several years in 
fact. We were just not part of it, and never had any idea we would or should be. 
When I say we I speak of my friends, my wife, and I. One day a man tapped me 
on the shoulder and asked me to come with him. I was taken to a dark room 
where they asked me questions about my wife, my parents, my friends, my 
present and past employers, my education, my political views and associations. 
Apparently I passed the test, since they drafted me. The next morning I was in 
an armored vehicle with others like me, young and intelligent looking but with 
uncertainty written all over their faces, going to a place where we could learn 
to use weapons — guns, of various sorts. I reckoned that if we had stayed in the 
country, and not moved to the place where I was offered the job of warehouse 
manager for the automatic lines of the factory, that forsaken place, we could have 
gone unnoticed. I still think so, and my regret is more than regret: it is fate. 

At the factory I had not been very happy. I was happy when coffee breaks came 
and I could look out into the falling snow, past the dusty and cardboard lined 
windows of our large centralized cubicle. My job consisted mainly in checking 
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that the picking lists matched what the pickers actually took from the warehouse. 
I had to make physical inventories also. Perhaps that's why — after being drafted 
and two weeks into our weapons training — I was put in charge of our stores of 
ammunitions. That gave me a certain standing, since I was still so fresh. Only the 
top knew of my past employment, so among the rest it 'meant something.' I still 
don't know whether this was a stroke of good fortune or not. 

Now on to the pigs and the horses and the rain. We were showered, and 
we camped. We camped and fired. We raided. We fouled, raped, shot at 
range, executed. Achers was behind it all. We were only following orders. My 
wife's letters were confiscated, I know this even though I have not seen her for 
several years. I can only express the rapacity of our wake with the kind of language 
which does not exist in society, as for example: 'Mm charn fark could marren yor 
belof. Cities karken wirth dod charen ashen.' Nothing was ever finished. But 
we brought an end to so many viable stuffs. It was the time of the pigs and the 
horses and the rain. The children that were bom were bom next to the thunder of 
it. Some of us tried to save them, since their parents were as good as dead. If we 
were caught we were dead. And some of us were. I was nearly caught one night 
carrying a child through the woods to some friendly encampments which were 
strictly forbidden to us and which we spent our time trying to destroy. I met up 
with a man carrying a Swiss Cross that night and he was not a man of peace, he 
was not a good man. He shot at me and the child and swore that he knew my 
face. Either he met a bad fate or he did not really recognize my face, since I have 
never been questioned. 

The years passed. We repeated ourselves. Achers was never far from sight 
and always close to our fate. I think you understand what I mean. His face was 
everywhere, even in the bark of the trees. Each year repeated itself. Then Achers 
disappeared. The war ended. We dropped our weapons. But we had left walls 
everywhere and the friendly encampments were all gone. I took up the lead of 
several men to try to reorient ourselves and find our way home. By then none 
of my original friends were left. They were either dead or dispersed, like us. But 
we had to bond to survive. These years repeated themselves on end and now it is 
several years later and I am searching for my wife and child who must be nearly 
eight years old now. I know they are alive somewhere and I will not stop until 
I find them. This is the end of my story, since I have to continue my life. 


Two 

REVERSION 


The Colonel walked along the edges of the graves. He was thinking of reverting 
to the habit of writing letters on paper. It wasn't the bodies he was thinking of. 
It was his handwriting. He saw people stooping when he came near. A bomb 
exploded in mid air and knocked him to the ground. He felt the heavy concussion 
of the fall. He stood up and brushed himself down. He felt for a piece of paper 
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in his pants pocket and a pencil in his shirt pocket. He remembered he had put 
both in a hidden outer section of his boot. He reached down and unbound it. 
He went over to a rock to write. It was a letter to no one. He wrote: "Let me tell 
everyone. I tasted that weapon. It tasted like led." He felt enthralled. He took 
a look at the sky and inhaled. It wasn't his last breath. 

O'Brien rode over on a horse. Achers was annoyed. Achers was annoyed. He 
hated O'Brien. Achers had enough self-consciousness to know that he himself 
was a fox, but he hated and feared O'Brien, whom he knew to be a smiling snake. 
Everyone was collectively familiar with O'Brien's smile. 

O'Brien did not even greet him. He just rode past. Achers wanted to take out one 
of his poison darts from another of his countless concealed pockets and blow it 
into O'Brien's back with the newer and more powerful blowing-apparatus he had 
just recently acquired. He restrained himself, since he wanted to keep his life. He 
took out a knife and smelled it instead. "It smells like led," he hissed to himself: 
"Led to carve up shit. O'Brien-shit." O'Brien was a civilian but was famous for 
his military knowledge and his mastery of its affairs. O'Brien believed Achers 
to be a mongrel, and laughed about it at private parties— private parties which 
Achers was not invited to. The news of these parties inevitably reached him. 
O'Brien had masterminded the body's contingency plans for nuclear holocaust. 
Most agreed that it was a work of genius. 


Three 

TRIALS 


It was the time of the trials. The pigs were rampant, the drafts had returned 
from the forests and the hills; the fish in the lakes had been bombed to starve the 
friendly encampments; their spawning areas in the streams had been officially 
contaminated. The ethnics were gone. 

The woman stood at the two-burner stove in the yellow cubicle of the apartment. 
It was not an apartment, it was a hole and it was a hold. The man walked in. 
The woman wasn't forbidden anything. Her fate was sealed. He swore, and the 
woman swung her hand over his mouth before he could say more. She said he 
could eat. The man didn't resist. He sat down to the potatoes and ate. Society was 
dead. They both knew it and had known it. In the next apartment, the adjacent 
dirty holding place for the next couple, they could hear the orders of the police. 
The orders were meant for them also, the pig orders of the overfed and bloody 
Achers lot; they could continue to eat while their neighbors could not, for the 
moment. The neighbors had to be taken. The war was over and the trials had 
begun. They knew their fate. The man tried to resist sometimes but the woman 
always put his mind right. The man spat out a small rock that had been placed 
invisibly in one of the potatoes, and they both knew what the other was thinking. 
He said, "I don't care." It was one of the ways the authorities frustrated people. 
But the man and the woman didn't care. She didn't even put out her hand to 
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cover his words, which she knew were usually like weeds and which she would 
have appreciated more like they were flowers or nice things just several years 
ago. That's how much things had changed and not changed. He still remembered 
the horses and the rain, the wild boars, the rapine and the executions. He had 
been under orders. When their door was knocked down several weeks later they 
were ready to go. 


Four 

BOTCH 


The whole lot of things had been botched. There were wads of yellow spit in the 
office buildings and the hospitals. Doctors and men in suits grasped each others 
hands and felt the need. Meanwhile the tanks chored in more remote areas of the 
great bloc, which included regions of country and old heartland where settlers 
had knitted and ate and built. No one remembered the sun drenched hills in 
the old rain and the Quaker mounds since the rain and smog pellets had been 
introduced. Handcuffing was an act with a positive reference because of its pain 
and the nullification of its meaning. A nurse stooped and a doctor walked by 
in a white robe. He was going to meet with the trial cases. They were kept in 
a separate ward. It had actually become the only ward. "The trial cases are dead 
men," he thought. The reason the nurse stooped was because she knew what he 
was going to think. He knew that was why she stooped but did not need to think 
about it. All the nurses did that. It was a habitual pattern which had developed 
into an institution of his presence in the hospital corridors. He didn't even care. 
The nurses didn't even know why and they were only concerned with the habit 
and not the man. It was insane. 

That day was a rare day. The blue clouds rippled the sky and the potato 
famine was hailed for the dumping of all of the beef in the ocean. There was the 
conditioned / automatic swelling of stomachs, and the snow was just around 
the comer of the next month. The woman in the kitchen cooking potatoes over 
a two-burner stove and the man cursing and then sitting down to her potatoes 
were dead for a century by this time. No sign had been left of their existence 
and so no one knew about them or their kind. The litany was insanity and the 
manifold statement, which always appeared in the form of an unnaturally 
induced natural phenomenon. 

It was a rare day for the doctor. He was going to visit "dead men." He kept 
clay imprints of all of their faces. Moisture files preserved them for him. He was 
interested in the way their hands moved. 
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Five 

ILLOCUTIONS 


The primary reason for not doing anything was seen to stem from circumstantial 
psychosis. The authorities coined it with the diagnostic assistance of the doctors. 
They were certain that memory was the only reality. They derived this fact from 
the body of English and Western literature, which was officially non-existent. 
They wished to subvert this reality and to benefit from the consequences. 
Achieving this subversion in a thirty year period of frenetic but controlled 
endeavor they had created a psychosis in the cases and the non-cases, i.e. in the 
population, that had a theoretically infinite set of influencing factors that could 
occur in routine or non-routine living. The cases especially showed remarkable 
depths of illocutionary potential when they broke through the habitualized 
boundaries of circumstantial psychosis. This was usually induced by excessive 
length of confinement. The authorities were able to compare their illocutions to 
the officially non-existent body of English and Western literature. The illocutions 
from the cases were very similar to the illocutions of the Old World English 
of Geoffrey Chaucer. There existed an officially non-existent list of one to one 
comparisons between illocutions emitted by cases and sentences found in any of 
the works of this man Chaucer. 

One doctor found a case in the Russian writer N. Gogol. Gogol was interesting 
for a variety of reasons. The authorities and the doctors silently revered his Dead 
Souls. When it was not discussed it was thought about: The nurses stooped 
when the men in white robes passed through the corridors with their aura of 
institutional presence. This had also been determined by now and was being 
monitored. It was not yet ready for control. Gogol had written that one should 
beware of memory because it is an open wound. The doctor thought that in 
Gogol's assumption, as it came to be known, he had found the nature of the 
boundaries set by circumstantial psychoses which the cases were breaking 
through after prolonged confinement. The non-cases were monitored. 


Six 

LIVING MOTION 


The habit of nurses stooping was something essentially to be deplored. But it 
was loved with indifference and that ephemeral attention which was the common 
denominator of everyday consciousness. Indifference and attention were the same 
things. The occurrence of indifference in the population was dependent on a certain 
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quantity of ephemeral attention. Ephemeral attention was dependent on a certain 
quantity of indifference. The stooping habit itself was a pivotal mosaic of human 
neurosis and the authorities wished to preserve it, while the doctors wanted to 
preserve it. They could not do this by filing it since it needed to be a living motion, 
since it was a living motion. The nurses were too useful to be turned into cases. The 
doctors in any case had gotten used to the fact that the authorities had officially 
established their physical aura on hospital grounds as institutional. One doctor 
compared this to the 19 th and 20 th centuries' parliamentary habits, and the habits 
of the members of parliamentary bodies granted by the public. (In the cognition 
laboratories one of the original theses had been that it should serve as just one 
singleton of an all-encompassing set of planned corrective reactions against 
the destruction of institutional viabilities done by the dropping of the bomb on 
Hiroshima and Nagasaki, yet with a preservational component built-in to it.) It 
was essential for him to take this view because of the nature of his education. 
Each book he had read was inscripted by the authorities on the first page with the 
dogma: "Every book you have read is a rational node of contrivance in your brain. 
This is our educational definition of hope." When the doctor was a student he had 
had a forbidden thought. He thought this dogma was part of an indirect plot to 
eliminate certain classes of thought. After thinking it through more clearly he saw 
that this was not right. The invisible movement of his lips and the stirrings of his 
larynx which accompanied all thought were being watched. He determined that 
some things were simply very useful and it was the great accomplishment of the 
authorities to have established this. 

By now almost all of the doctors felt obliged to kiss their wives with chewed 
bread in their mouths. It was being monitored. It was not yet ready for control. 
The diagnostic authorities were preparing a document that scientifically 
compared this phenomenon to the habits of birds and other animals, which fed 
their young, or their sick from their mouths. The authorities were satisfied that 
all new human behaviors developed spontaneously. This was their precondition. 
No one dare suggest that this be put down in a capsule of text. What was put 
down in capsules of text was memorialized. This was usually accomplished in 
bronze plaques or stamps. But the cases were not eternal sources of text because 
they were mortal. They were dying off. The non-cases were becoming the focus 
of attention. When the diagnostic authorities began to exhibit the same behaviors 
as the doctors, who were also non-cases, the authorities had reason for concern. 
One authority hung himself. 


Seven 

GRACK BLAY 


Reinvigoration of the lamb. Circumstantial psychosis generated historically 
in individual cases, by definition and fact. Richard III, 1917, history and 
comeuppance in literary document. 
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The realpolitik of the inner mind, Grack blay, old tome of uncertain origin, 
marn thickle chick faqr mam chicksure cainfaidaince, thickened the footprints 
in the snar.rdlOll Thart yar war a cold yar. Thart hegelian answer feuded worth 
your mammal cammin hovno. Epith et hum en aid nogernooted the swiss aid 
in the forest, where thart mercedes benz ruled a sapce whor refugesmen either/ 
or other were kept. I did see it. Did. That war so long ago, in old century. Simpe 
gun foar Achers, more compelex matter foaor O'Brien. Gunned & cunned in the 
stomach whoar ,gain koar draught. Ahyar. Somple compe. Whoar gain whoar 
sane w/in their parlence, such beef in ocean sinking. Ieyer war oil & nezdrav till 
hafenfoot cod gill the bread also w/thart botched weight. Comple sompe. 

Complaint: Hedda gabled her life when she shot out. That war in in 1898. Yar 
plain feud in the goming ,viron was criml wit. Neme me, bastards. Criml wit, 
Truman. 

Commercial harem in the tree is badly acted by hume en. Sard mard trock 
curded. Yapangala. Aid chrost hume en swear marc one forest fenced-in area 
habited bore refugees. Unhairc schadenfraud on people of a cotisensmrt. Chilld 
the child's soup and broke his mother's heart in the airwar on the groundwar. 

Racemoot soil cartroom & field. Theayar horses hoof prints thard forest in soil 
or topsnow. Thart may be beauty if heartintents. Thart may be holll if hartintents. 
Such minford drinking. Cew O'Brien mainfred drinks. Sollen Sollen Sollen ,till 
hafenfoot & something in yer nuture will not acknowledge. Pity arf. 

And when it all came down to the end of things, illforce and ingsoc certerled 
memory, and the directing force of all programmes. Cew, the young couple with 
rock insertion in potato, gone, gool gool in the dearth of nonextent past, ale they 
existed, gerd's eyes will know, have, are: Epi-hum-en-aid-thesis, cracked in two. 

Truman yer cert. What farcking down sitting notion dird ye enterntain when 
ye wrot the bible for siew seulf on the euphrates, yer nogerned era in a pcarb nit 
in yer shotin brain. Farck you. Gert kein empathy fur yer kritin chit. Hoc. Cide. 
Plan it for you, arken yer soul. Criiiinge thaaaaaat limb. Ill kert ye. Amd if ye 
recruit 111 mort ye. 

Sick mother fucker gan han thef woman, thef child, thef man, thef mam, thef 
urs, cergigate vinron destriction, kd. Thart dim leman, arnd thart clime knight, 
arnd those companion falcons, and the lake drag to minion that good officer 
that knight on leman, a iller killer instincta in yer noigemed era pcarb drit bron 
stole his carcas awor, after the drag, after the work of the leman, the companion 
falcons, and the furty death of thaart thef woman leman urnd her unbem bab 
that the bothof em wrote him to the lake side on the clime rock. 

Farck you. And if you recruit 1111 mort ye. Criiiiiinge thaaaaat limb, eram goin to 
cripple yer blotted hands. Thar, yer cant move em now. Sitt still. Clerse yer eyes. 
Yer weere bom a babe like the leman furty death that was your thefy, bert we 
have to let ye sitt still. Clerse yer eyes, sink back into that armchair. Rest. It is me, 
marn hand that strokes yere broken forehead, that sits on satans stills, because 
of what I have wrote. Rest. It is me. It is me. It is meeehhhh! 2001. That's a year, 
a consequence. It is me, yer bastard, yer friend, yer-vdsrxnery-veryself as am I, 
evil and ovallar as ye're. Yer noigerned era in a pcarb nit in dar shotin bron twer 
mon allso. Arm locke you. 

But I can write, document, fulminate, give refuge. But ye are malum in 
se five republican judges for a bushwhacking fascist crimily ars Bundy, thart 
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prepositionally starved law student. Bundy had no help from his Daddy, he was 
simply clever. 

I have written till my head has fallen off. But now I am going to write for real. 
The realpolitik of your very thought. O'Brien is direct from Orwell's O'Brien. 
Achers is direct from Karadzic. Criinge, flaw, fly, try, I believe you are on the 
run. Francois Bizot, scholar Khmer, on reinvention as the focus of every pogrom, 
and that includes your bastardized office enviorhrnment for your pcarbed 
bronwittted season of hate. 

Uncle harmon was a sect Lin tom self like every hue men. Mam Nana knew it. 
Bodded boy in 1918 military influenza ward he cerd a werd for you. 'Arm welsh 
watchert fer thhret ferret Churchill.' Dert nerse wrotit in her dery. Boy in ward to 
nerse: 'Never will there be Mammy more.' Wrote in her dery, she did, the good nerse. 
Strooked the boy's feverish forehead as his last breath rattled for his Nanna Mammy 
as he flew away and the gentle sperm whale took the gerd boy to paradise. 

Modamfuckosis, o nerse, chill me. Helter-skelter of the crowd in his veins, stress 
shocks of all and sundry manifestation and type, sanitary hell in the ttronche and 
merdy frock, just how many of his schoolmates had gone with himl. The vims 
did not mutate, and such was the message from the dying boy who understood 
the disturbances. The doctor walked in. They took tissue samples from his lungs 
even before there was time for a proper autopsy. 

Eram gonna conjure a behavioral streak that will blitz you. Going to wreck 
the canon. Unearth it. Gravedigger. Sadist. Vims carrier. Ttronch himl. Criml 
wit, bron shot. Bush, Stimson, Reagan, Cheney, Truman, Foster Dulles, Nixon, 
Rumsfeld, Kissinger, Perle, Wolfowitz, allye, weare gonna geat'a. Criiinge, 
flaw, fly, try, you are on the run, eram gonna tronch ye wrotin cutuoip fucked 
muckedup sadistic boybrain. Shard ye have a chronology? Har it-is, fminal 
monster. Ar ser to gaud the white man is the worst. Eram gonne raucus your 
paucus, what depresses the soud? The Critch, the Critch! Mark you own 
buines Sowell! Piahd! ! ! Looooohhhhhhhhhha, what a bithc! Charles! Crocidate! 
Recodivkar! Chocawalla, baaaaaybeeeee. Love yae. lsec/lllllllllllllllllllllllL, arm 
thot. Trill me, erarm ready for the betty, uncle joe. 

O chillme, nerse. Rock me, suck me, o chillme, nerse. Fuck me. Fuck me. Night 
had become a wild horse. Horse had gone night. What more? Doesn't insanity 
finish there? 'Thar man, eram ok.' Couple, potatoes in mouth, neighbors being 
taken. Bloody lot. Sar? Aha. Shod do it. Shard da it? Soud. Marn soud. Akah, 
eram alrite. Chalk it up. Cha*** okay, go on now. Geteyup. 


Eight 

ROSES 


"There is no one who knows how it is," the doctor told me that directly. "My 
wife, even she doesn't know," and why the doctor brought his wife into it I don't 
know. But apparently it is relevant to him even if it is not to me and maybe that is 
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the important thing for him at least and then it also makes it if not relevant to me 
at least sensible to me. I trust the doctor he is one of the few people I trust. Not 
because he is a doctor although if he were not he would not know what he knows 
and I am sure we would not be associated in conversation or in any other way, 
for it seems the probabilities are low taking away that element of the knowledge 
of doctorhood. Doctorhood is a rather strange notion but it applies when I think 
about this doctor and what kind of person he would be if he weren't a doctor. 
"Roses, they heal my patients, medicine is secondary, and then what is medicine, 
and if not roses well anything like them for example art." The doctor says such 
strange things sometimes and it is certain and a fact that I don't prompt him to 
do it. He just talks to me. He's a bit of what I would have called a libertine in 
these matters if I had lived in one of the older centuries. But that combination is 
one of the reasons why I trust him. "I'm treating a young couple for disease of 
the relationship, but not for disease of the marriage I tell them, and that didn't 
help although I had hoped it would. Maybe I should have switched the terms." 
I agree with the doctor that he should have switched the terms. I tell him so. He 
is not sure though, "There are some problems with that," he was just speculating 
about the switching of the terms. "Doves, now that would be good, they're like 
roses." I agree with him and I tell him so. This is some doctor. "How about 
pebbles" I suggest to him, "a whole big glass bowl of them." The doctor doesn't 
always respond, and that's his right because I understand the considerations 
he has to take to do the right thing because that's what a doctor is supposed to 
do, do the right thing. I tell him so and he doesn't respond but he does offer me 
a paper cup of water from the huge blue thing next to his chair. You see why 
I like this doctor? He's just right up front with you and it all works out. 


Nine 

LEAVES 


The doctor picked up the wet leaves out of the muddied water. He had the 
idea of a mosaic of neurosis and art in his mind, and there mingled the beauty 
of older centuries. The day was very cold. He put the leaves to his nose and 
tried to detect scents. He was treating a young couple who believed that in 
a past life they had lived in a point in time in the future that was future to the 
doctor's present life also. They had the same nightmares. The themes and the 
characters of the dreams concerned the doctor. It was the couple who had been 
taken by the overfed and bloody Achers lot while in their apartment hold, twenty- 
five years after the doctor's sad death, the ones who had been forced to diet 
almost exclusively on tampered-with potatoes like so many others at the time. 
The doctor of course did not know this but as he smelled the wet cold autumn 
leaves, right up to his face and the wetness was there mingled with his features, 
he thought that reincarnation was detectable only through the sensations of an 
artistic nature. Was it for that reason, he enquired of himself, that he had tried 
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to use roses, thought about doves, and imparted a verbal therapy of diagnosis 
of disease of the relationship and not of the marriage. . . to balance the poor and 
lovely creatures? For a moment he felt that he was not well, and mimed, "I am 
insane because I know." 


Ten 

CHARMING 


The sewer in his mind was a stain on the world, as an odorous and beautiful 
rose burning in hell for no reason. He would tread and this time he would kill- 
off the pigs. The communism of thought had ruined him. That of course was 
the irony. It was to that already accomplished end that he dictated his present 
actions. The communism of thought and behavior, and for such there would 
be an elimination functor so embedded in his psyche that God could not 
comprehend it in his coldest calculation. This time the sewer would run true. He 
had no worries for the consequences. It was already a manifest term that needed 
only to be completed and it would be because it was completing itself over him 
and through him and it was an it alien and separated off from him. Thus they 
would not be able to call him a coward when the term termed itself finally all 
up and over all the earth to be beheld. And she was such a passion for him, as 
passionate as the manifest rose and it was thus that he would term the term for 
all sparse pity and scarcity in all of the most tragic and saddest schocksonnets 
nor war's quick fire shall burn the living record of your memory and then fall 
not to the hands of man but to the hands of all that is to be beheld. Because it 
was man himself and not woman who was pathologically crocked in the bron 
and mond since the beginning of hume en time. And so it was ordained, and so 
he accepted. His first acts thereafter were vodka and Russian roulette. The third 
time was a charm. His sperm covered the world. It had been passion. It had been 
Stendhal. Henry Brulard, that great imaginative wretch. Bullet: caliber .22. That 
poor, poor wretched good Doctor. Night had become a wild horse. Horse had 
gone night. What more? O chillme, nerse. Rock me, suck me, o chillme, nerse. 
Fuck me. Fuck me. Night had become a wild horse. Horse had gone night. What 
more? Doesn't insanity finish there? "Thar man, eram ok." Couple, potatoes 
in mouth, neighbors being taken. Bloody lot. Sar? Aha. Shod do it. Shard da 
it? Soud. Mam soud. Akah, eram alrite. Chalk it up. Cha**** okay, go on now. 
Getieyup. Get ye up, Man! He tried, the good Doctor fought. The wild horse was 
too strong, the roses, the leaves, were. . . but when the couple whom the Doctor 
had been treating for disease of the relationship and not of the marriage heard 
about the good Doctor's tragic death— the author is hard-put: They committed 
double suicide. They strew themselves in roses in their apartment and then died 
together of nearly equal doses. 
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Eleven 

HARD-LYESOM 


Ye think that's the end of the story? No. The doctrop had been in the pub 
earlier in the day. The darkling of the pubstole on which hismug stodd close to 
the ranks of the old peers of the old courts of the old knights of the oold winking 
king at hils table of knights wherein the convenant toi mark the toem and the 
sword: To sword'away the swordfucking hand that made the syncategorematic 
genocidal gene. Doctrop, the old fump, his was author, the, nbut. Hard-put? 
Hard-lyesom. Thus the doctrop sat, the pimp and his halfstarved Mary at the 
next table in the comer, Mary eating, pecking, pimp pimping into Mary's face 
and food with the rot of talk. Doctropic sideglances at pimp and Mary, tropes of 
salibial absorbpative pepperedrumpsteak fluids and grinds and gusts of beer in 
doctrop's mouth! 


Doctrop, Doctrop, 

Where Did Your Dog Rot? 

In Maine Kettle Kettle Kettle 
Ring Run Ring Run. 


Poor babyface doctrop. We all took him so seriously. Hard put? Hard-lyesom. 
The gereatest hitter of all time! We kindly ask you to stop maligning the greatest 
sport of all! 


Doctrop, Doctrop, 

Where Did Your Dog Rot? 

In Maine Widow Widow Widow 
Hillside Fen Cess. 


Babe! Even the wife didn't know! What was her name again? 
Babe— I'm guilty! 

Magistrate — Condomite! 


Doctrop, Doctrop, 

Where Did Your Dog Rot? 

In Maine Pussy Willow Willow 
Street Side Menses. 
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Twelve 

MANHEATED 


In this manheated place, where I have cut the shrubs and circled them up as 
shores and breakwaters against the sun across the forest helter-skelter, the sweat 
bums from my wounds, bums with a brightness because the hole beneath the 
shrubs is a dark sandstone forest hillock cave. I am manheated, womanunboundto, 
sacked in my own scrotum, pleased by the peeling and crippled skin of the sack, 
the pink cloth of unsheathe. Manfuck enters and I tell him to leave. He does so. 
I call on my gnome to descend from paradise and leaven my hell. (I am mortar 
here. Each step is a bomb going off.) My gnome doesn't come but at least I am an 
artful wisher. An arcane wisher for the grammatical witch hunt of dissenters to 
fall into my wrongheaded saidings cramped up like deer feed in a forest trough 
and take that MafiFuck and go find your own forest I am the guardian of the 
massive masthead mastheap horses here that pull the loggingloads. Fenced 
in lugarmoot call me a memoryphile that where the bark peeled to cryptic 
roughhewn silence, a staid in that place cod lift you gerdenintrees handholding 
in threes friends of old. And so 'tit's.' Cranes. Livered buttered trees. Cromming 
across the rainfield. And eeram the songhand. Wart rain. Thisis forest doesn't 
missis. Diggertroprorot-wisher sails with the wioth the fisher. In darrel himmel 
garrison the trock in the hand writing the craick beneath the candle and blowing 
out the intruder in the black cape writing feck him ffeck him off to the devil, 
and the sheets denuded with the literal shift off the croft and the cunt. Denuded 
well and lit all good galling in the leggy trough: Mapfuck fecking Mary: Doctrop 
read the craic and tried to kill Mapfuck, at which Mary fed up with Doctrop. 
Blistering Mary moric say get out to Doctrop, poor babyface hurtup in his little 
feelingsset. Tries to seduce Mary with centuries of condensed virtue craic the 
next day, and crops a singleton in Mary's kettle oven. Poor Babyface Doctrop! 
Stop maligning the greatest sport of all! How is that Mapfuck left her unleavened 
with that devil's bag and rod of his and you littled her big and warped her in 
premature ejaculation? 


Doctrop: I plead guilty to depth! 

Mapfuck: I have a clean conscience. Doctrop's a rotter and menace to society. 
Mary: Save my child! Mapfuck's the father! 

DNA Tester: Tests declare otherwise. Doctrop is the father! 

Mapfuck: I'll bear the responsibility all the same. I'll raise the lad. Will that 
satisfy society? 

Society: We're satisfied. Mapfuck will raise the lad. 

Mary: My child's saved! 
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Thirteen 

EPIFIT 


"Lord look down on these Thy humble tyrants, who fire their miscreant rounds 
of miscreant ammunition, on Thy Heart. Fare them well when they encounter 
the lime." And beyond this, I do not know. The relevant fails. The relevant fails. 
But it is a hymn, when hymns are not relevant, but to the personal memory that 
is a basic historical record, and that would be childhood, or mine at least. Still 
the relevant fails. Push on. Do not stand still. Do not be physically or mentally 
pulverized, by the evildoers. The relevant nearly makes it. So where do you sleep? 
You can sleep a long way away from pulverizing people and their instruments. 
Partially relevant, because partially true only. Deep in the woods, the cabin on 
the ridge. Fire made, fairly well hidden, especially in winter, when the snow is 
high to the mile long entrance. Spruces drop over. You ski, on the cross-country 
skis, into the night. You leave the padded deck. You can do that, especially with 
night vision. Yes, and then you are away. Have you been followed? No, you are 
alone. For now. For this night, at least, and you can count on it for a while. Ski, 
thrash in, the trees, the snow is very high, but tonight is clear, the black sky is 
full of white stars, unending, practically infinite. Good, go on now. Go further. 
Cold? Cold. Move, body heat, but keep perspiration down, do not want to be 
chilled. Too far? No, it is less than a kilometer back to the ridge. And you were 
never followed, not on this night. Bats, some are about. They comfort, they are 
like you, it is night vision. And you are also using the echo technique, for you are 
so smooth, they are beyond you, because the echo is sounding, and sounding is 
subtle and does not make real noise, it skirts only, and your skis are swishing, 
and the legs and the upper body, it is a swish in the night. And you are away. You 
have left their world, and there are boundaries now, where before, but before 
is gone. They shall never touch you again. And now is the climax of heat. You 
strip, you pull the wetsuit from your pack, and you slip into it, it is not easy, but 
it goes. These are cold waters, but that is why you paid so much for this suit, in 
that shop, that shop in the West, and you are now more ready than before. You 
slip into the icy water and you are galvanized by the unbearable, bearable cold. 
The water in the suit begins to work with your body heat, and slowly, more 
quickly than imaginable, you are in warmth. The same, with your face, there is 
a mask there, your eyes are going only, and you dive under, your eyes are peeled 
back, and you are away, you are in the water, submerged and wading forward, 
the cold night is forgotten. So it is all over now, you need not go further, you are 
a water animal now and there is no going back. Silence. 

Beyond this, there is nothing. There is another season. There is a wall. I climb 
over it. There are bushes. High. Semi-dense. I move through them. A train passes 
on the long horizontal mound of bush and gravel overhead and grazes on to 
the towering cement overpass and then is out of sight. I move further into the 
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bushes. I defecate. I have Kleenex so I wipe. I cover it up with the mulch and 
leaves. It leaves a slight stink. I move out from that place. Back onto the path that 
meanders through the bushes below the train tracks. It is good. A lady passes. 
She does not see me. She is on the main path, still itself off the beaten track. 
I let her go. It is the wild green field in the distance under the overpass beyond 
the perimeter of the bushes and away from the train tracks that I let her go to. 
I would prefer to stay here. I don't. I move on to the river under the overpass, 
having crossed the field. The river is not so swift but it is wide and barges pass 
with flags on them. Sitting under the overpass with my legs dangling down 
inches from the cement-broken murky water I gaze up at the awnings and 
imagine finding a place to sleep up there. 

But I'm alone, the circle is cold. Sentence: That the change is not organic. 
That's all I can write. The grammar is a complete delusion and that is more than 
I should be writing. I dream death. I sit here. My brain is empty. I have not 
a thought except that there is none. I feel nothing and so I can feel everything 
that I need. I need nothing. I don't want to write autobiofuck. I don't need you. 
You're underwritten by delusion. You forfeited everything that belonged to you 
long ago. You have nothing left except your delusions. Your circle may feel warm 
to you but you have psychosomatic issues. You're so long dead that it's a miracle 
that you're reading this. It is a miracle that you have not yet been killed off. I emit 
sentences from nowhere. "Pull the leash." "Come back up." Peace, I don't care 
about anything. That's where the road runs. There was such a storm. I was so 
high. Nothing could stop me. I was eating dead feed in the wood. The dead feed 
was good. Frostbite. Dead feed. Me. I. Forest. Wood. Gone if imaginable that, I. 
Gone if imaginable that, I. Dead feed. Frozen fingers. A terrier in the distance. 
No deer. Deer near. Rank sky. Rank with grey. I, the permanent stranger, lost in 
the snowy night, rank with grey, looking up at the rank grey sky eastward. I, the 
remnant, whose Diaries are invincible. Invincible. They cover every aspect of 
the fundament— my seickness, the world's fock, the silence of the hellish scrape 
against croft and cunt. And the inductive horizon of all of the aforementioned. 
Antiliterateurra. The fathomest science. I crill you all elsell else. I, Tess. Tess of 
The D'Urbervilles. 


October 1995— August 2008 
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